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Where are those celestial damsels?
Has the last music
of pomp and splendour been played?
Flies are humming,
lyres with broken wires,
overturned empty vessels,
spilled liquids,
dried paint of sandal-paste
and faded flowers.
Walk
on the left-over food of life
with strides of fancy.
Flies are humming here.
Life is running away from death,
but where can you run away from life?
Forgetfulness is running away
from recollection,
but where can you run away
from forgetfulness?
You can run away from prison
to an open place,
but where can you run away
from the open place?
A wall can escape from the shadow,
but how can you escape from the shadow?
Art is an escape from life,
but how can you escape from art?
A dream is an escape from awaking,
but how can you escape from a dream?
A song makes you forget the path,
but where is the path
that makes you forget the song?
An exit blocks the path of entrance,
but where is the path
that leads to the exit?